
The Tragedie 

Enter the Q ueene, 

Q«. Whoy (hall hinder me to waile and weepe. 

To chide 01 fortune, and torment my feifc ?• 
lie ioyne with blackc difpairc againft my felfcy 
And to my felfc become an cncmie. 

Dut. What raeanes this feeane of rude impatience? 

To make ana# of tragicke violence, 

Ed ward, my Lord, your fonneour king is dead. 

Why grow the branches, now the roote is u ithred? 
Why wither not the leaiies,thc(ap beinggone? 

If.you will liue, lament rif die, bebriefe : 

That our fiyift- winged foules may catch the kings 
Or like obedient (ulue<fls , follow him. 

To his new ^ingdome of perpetual! reft. 

Dut. A\~y (on men intereft haue I in thy forrow,- 
As/had title in thy noble husband: 

I haue bewept a worthy husbands death, 

An& liu'd by lopping on his images. 

But now tiyamirrors of his princely femblance. 

Arc crackt in peeces by malignantdeath. 

And /for comfort haue but onefalfe glaile, 

^hich greeues me when I fee my fame in him* 
Thou atta wklow,yctthouarta mother, 

And haft the comfort of thy children left thee: 

But death hath fnatcht my children fro mire armes, 
And pluckt two crutches from my feeble limnics, 
Edward and Clarence, Oh whatxaufc haue i 
Then, being but moirie ofmy gritift, 

To ouergp thy plaints and drowne the cries? 

Boy. Good Aunt, you wept net for our fathers death, 
How can we aide you with our kindreds teares? 

GW. Our fatherlellc di ftrefttnvas left vnraoand, 
Tour widovvcsdialours likcwifebe vnwept. 

T Giue me no helpcin lamentation, 
a am not barren to bring forth laments, 

All fprings reducc-thcir currents to mine eies. 

That [ being gouernd by. the watry moane, 

Mayfend forth plenteous tearcs to drowne t he wor/di . 
Oiuor my hush^nd/or my hejreLo. Edward, 


of Richard the third. 

a bo Oh for our father, for our dcare Lo. Clarence. 

r>«r Alas for both, both mineEdward and Clarence* - 
C) y What ftaie had I but Edward, and he is gone: 
yrhat ftaie had we but Clarence, and he is gone ? 

D „ } Wirat dates had 1 but thcy.and theyaregone? 

G; Was ncuer widow, had fo dearea Idfe. 

^ trascucrOrpliancs had a dearer Idle? 

’ p^.Vaseuer mother had a dearer loile, 

^ i aru the mother of thefe moanes, 

Theirwoes are parceld mineare general!: 

She for Edward weepes, and fo do / : 

I for a Clarence weepe,fo doth not (he.* 
rhefe babes for Clarence weepe, and fo do I : 

! for an Edward weepe, and fo do they, 

Alas, you three on mcthrcefold diflreft. 

Powreall your teares, /a it) your forro wes nurfe, 

And /will pamper it with lamentations. Enttr Glofter t 

Glo. Madam haue confort, all of vs haue caufe vcith others. 

fowaile the dimming ofourfhining ftarre: 

But none can cure their harm*s by wailing them. 

Madame my mother,! do cry you mercie, 

I did not fee your grace, humbly on my knee 
/craueyour blefting. 

But. God blclfe thee, and put meeknes in thy mindc, 
Loue,chatitie, obedience, and true dutie. 

Glo. Amen, and make me die a good old man. 

Thats the butt end of my mothers blefting : 

I maruell why her grace did leaue it out ? 

Buck. 7bu cloudy princes, and hartforrowing pcere9, 

That beare this mutiuil heauie load of moane. 

Now cheare each other, in each others loue .* 

Though we hauefpentour harueft for this King, 

Wearc to reape the harueft of his fonne : 

The broken rancour ofyour high (wolne hearts, 

But lately fplinted,<fnit,and ioy nd together, 

Muft greatly be prefer.u’d,cberillit,and kept. 

Me feemeth good that with-fome little traire, 

Forthwith from Ludlow theyong prince be fetcht 
Hither to London, to be crownd our King. 
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